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higher afterwards; and no wonder, for this was the first
time that he, Lord Melville, and Adam Ferguson, daily
companions at the High School of Edinburgh, and part-
ners in many joyous scenes of the early volunteer period,
had met since the commencement of what I may call the
serious part of any of their lives. The great poet and
novelist was receiving them under his own roof, when
his fame was at its acme, and his fortune seemed culmi-
nating to about a corresponding height — and the gener-
ous exuberance of his hilarity might have overflowed
without moving the spleen of a Cynic. Old stories of
the Yards and the Cross-causeway were relieved by
sketches of real warfare, such as none but Ferguson (or
Charles Mathews, had he been a soldier) could ever have
given; and they toasted the memory of Green-breeks and
the health of the Beau with equal devotion.
When we rose from table, Scott proposed that we
should all ascend his western turret, to enjoy a moonlight
view of the valley. The younger part of his company
were too happy to do so: some of the seniors, who had
tried the thing before, found pretexts for hanging back.
The stairs were dark, narrow, and steep; but the Sheriff
piloted the way, and at length there were as many on the
top as it could well afford footing for. Nothing could
be more lovely than the panorama; all the harsher and
more naked features being lost in the delicious moon-
light; the Tweed and the Gala winding and sparkling
beneath our feet; and the distant ruins of Melrose ap-
pearing, as if carved of alabaster, under the black mass
of the Eildons. The poet, leaning on his battlement,
seemed to hang over the beautiful vision as if he had
never seen it before. "If I live," he exclaimed, "I will
build me a higher tower, with a more spacious platform,
and a staircase better fitted for an old fellow's scram-
bling." The piper was heard re-tuning his instrument
below, and he called to him for Lochaber no More.
John of Skye obeyed, and as the music rose, softened by

